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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

This fic was written in response to a challenge | was set by Lady Aqualyne, one of the Linkin Park fic writers. Since 
we both love Jonathan and Chester (although | think | love Jonathan slightly more than Aqualyne), she's asked me 
fo write a fic based on one of Korn's kinkiest songs, "Beat It Upright" 


If you haven't heard the song, then I suggest that you get a copy of the Untouchables’ album and listen to it! 


Love, Cat (alias Tisha). 


Chapter |. 


Are you ready for a good pounding baby? 
Are you ready to get it on? 

Dont pretend youre not fucking freaky baby 
| will spank that ass just for FUN. muon 


Jonathan stared around the hotel room that he'd hired out for the night. He didn't normally do this, since he 


wasn't usually the more romantic one of them both. 


Then again, neither was Chester. The closest either of them got to being romantic was when they broke out 


the furry handcuffs, and started saying ‘please’. And that wasn't very often 


But tonight, Jonathan was bending the rules, albeit very slightly. This was Chester's birthday, and as well as 
buying him an Alsatian puppy, he'd hired out the biggest, most bad ass suite that the Sheraton had. It was 
costing him the equivalent of a third world country's national debt, but he didn't give a shit. Chester was 
worth every penny. And he was going to get his money's worth; in blood if need be. 


The room resembled a medieval torture chamber at first glance. The walls were illuminated by the light of at 
least a hundred and fifty candles, and of course, Jonathan's bag of tricks was resting at the end of the huge 
bed. Jonathan sat on the bed, clad in only a pair of leather trousers, his long black hair loose, and his bare feet 
brushed gently against the deep pile carpet. 

For a while, Jonathan was lost in his own perverted thoughts, dreaming of all the delightfully kinky things he 


was going to do to his Chazy. His mouth almost watered at the mere idea of it. He reached for his bag, and 
pulled out a long thin black silk scarf from it, letting it fall through his fingers. 


His thoughts were broken into by a soft tapping at the door, and he guessed that it was Chester. Jonathan 
smiled to himself, and reclined back onto the bed, propping himself up on his elbows. 


"Yeah? Who is it?" 

Chester's voice rang out, making the door vibrate. 
‘It's George Bush, dickhead! Who do you think it is?" 
"Okay. Just for that, you can stay out there.” 


An exasperated sigh came back from Chester. 


"Oh. So it's like that, is it? Suit yourself, asswipe. lim off to the bar. Toodles." 


Chester stood in the hallway, a smug grin on his face. He knew that if he did go to the bar, Jonathan's plans 
would be ruined. And as the door was opened, Chester stood there with the same smug grin on his face. 


The sight that greeted him took his breath away, for two reasons. 


The first and most obvious reason was because Jonathan looked downright fuckable. There was a satanic air 


about him, and Chester's stomach lurched. 


He'd tried to resist a half naked Jonathan Davis before, and failed, miserably. He couldn't do it, nor did he ever 


want to. 


Secondly, Chester knew just what he was letting himself in for tonight. A night filled with thrashings, begging, 
pleading and all out sensory overload. A night that would invariably end with him crying with sheer pleasure 
and pain, the happiest birthday ever. He said a silent prayer to anyone remotely holy that he'd had the good 


fortune to land Jonathan Houseman Davis as his boyfriend. 


Jonathan stood facing Chester, marvelling at the sight before him. There was nothing romantic or mushy 


contained in his gaze. Just pure, unadulterated lust. 

Who wouldn't get instantly horny looking at Chester? Jonathan had seen several other people staring at him, 
drinking in the sight. But he was the one who got to enjoy everything that was uniquely Chester, and that was 
reward enough. 

And clad in a black long sleeved shirt, black jeans, and wearing a pair of shades, contrasting against his newly 
shorn dark brown hair, Jonathan was vainly fighting the urge to drag him into the room, throw him onto the 


bed, and fuck him until he saw stars. 


But that could wait. 


Chester propped himself against the doorframe, his arms crossed, and a quizzical look on his face. 
"So. To what do | own the pleasure?" 
"Who said it was going to be a pleasure?" replied Jonathan, lazily tapping a riding crop against one leather clad 


thigh. Chester's mouth watered. Damn it all to hell and back. Davis knew exactly what he was doing, and knew 


that he was firmly in control. 


And without thinking twice about it, Chester effortlessly slipped into the role he was expected to play that 
night. 


That of willing and able slave. 


His head dropped, and he looked up at Jonathan from under his eyelids, every inch the contrite and apologetic 
schoolboy. 


Jonathan smiled, evilly. His voice took on a tone that was very definitely not to be messed with, that told 
Chester that he was in charge now, and there was nothing he could do about it. He raised the riding crop up to 
rest underneath Chester's chin, slowly raising his face up to meet his gaze. 

"Haven't you got something to say to me?" 


"I'm sorry.” whispered Chester. 


"lm sorry’ what?" growled Jonathan, pushing his face into Chester's. 


"That's more like it. Now, | suggest that your get your ass into this room, sit on the bed, and in future, do as 


you're Told." 
Chester began to go into the hotel room, but not fast enough for Jonathan's liking. 


"You're not going fast enough, Bennington. Tell you what. How about you get down onto your hands and knees, 


and crawl in?" 
Chester's face fell. 
"What? Oh, come on, Nonie!" 


The riding crop came down across his face, hard. Not hard enough to leave a mark, but just hard enough to 


make sure that Chester got the message. 


Chester sighed. "Yes, master. Sorry, master." he replied, falling onto his hands and knees, before making his way 


into the suite. 


The heavy door closed quietly behind him, and Chester knew that one way or another, he was royally fucked 
tonight. 


Chapter 2 


Hi behave 

Oh my god 
Make me beg 
My god 


Yes Im ready for a good flogging baby 
Come and beat my ass just for fun 
Dont let up ‘tl my ass is bleeding baby 
Don't let up until you are done... 


Chester had finally crawled over towards the large four poster bed. Now he knew that he was really fucked. If 
Jonathan tied his hands to the posts (and he would, at some stage), there would be no escape. And he'd 
definitely be in no fit state to sit comfortably for several days after, either. 


He lost himself in his own thoughts. 
If any of his fans could see him now, they'd shit themselves in shock In public, Chester Bennington wasn't 
exactly seen as a submissive person, never mind as someone who was reduced to crawling around on his hands 


and knees, begging for forgiveness from his ‘master’. 


Jonathan, however, was a different kettle of fish. He revelled in his perverted image, and loved it when he was 


seen as a ‘sick fuck’. So all of this was nothing new to him. 


Chester was roused from his thoughts by the sight of Jonathan's leather covered legs coming to a stop in 


front of him, and he raised his head to look at him. 

Jonathan's heart leapt at the sight. Chester had never looked as beautiful as he did when he was on his knees. 
"Okay, Bennington. Up." 

Chester did as he was instructed, gracefully rising up to face Jonathan. His lover raised his hand, bringing it up 
to softly caress Chester's face, running it along his cheekbone, and down to finally come to rest at the back of 
his neck. 

"You're too beautiful for your own good, Chazy. And if this was an appropriate moment, I'd more than likely 


kiss you. But it isn’t, and I'm not." whispered Jonathan, that steely edge to his voice still there. Chester 


shivered, knowing what was coming next. 


"Strip." said Jonathan, flicking the riding crop against Chester's denim clad ass. Chester automatically did as he 
was told, asking no questions. He bent gracefully at the waist, slipping off his jeans and boxers at the same 
time. A barely audible groan escaped from Jonathan as Chester straightened up, and crossed his arms, 
removing his shirt. 

‘Ils this better?" asked Chester. Jonathan frowned at Chester. 

"You've forgotten something. Again." 


"Do | have to, Nonie?" Chester whined. 


The whine was quickly replaced by a loud howl of pain, as Jonathan raised his riding crop high, before bringing 
it down with a loud smack across Chester's back. The pale flesh where it landed rapidly became red, the spot 


rising up into an angry, raised welt. 


Tears of agony welled up in Chester's eyes, the sting lasting long after the slap. Jonathan grabbed Chester's 


cheeks, pulling him forward to stand nose to nose with him. 


"Say it. | won't ask you again. The next time you forget, I'll just thrash you to a bloody pulp." 


his tongue out to gently lick it away, and Chester's dick stiffened at the sensation. 
There it was again. That satisfied, evil smile. 
"Not by much. But I'm sure that you'll learn quickly. There's the bed. Lie down on it, face first, and wait there. 


Chester said nothing, merely made his way towards the king size bed, and lay down as he'd been instructed. 


Meanwhile, Jonathan was on the phone, ordering room service. 


Chester could hear Jonathan rooting around in what he called his ‘bag of tricks’. Chester had a different name 
for it: ‘The Depths of Hell. Mainly because everything that was contained in it was capable of drawing out as 


much pain and pleasure as he could stand. And then some. 
He was tempted to turn his face around to try and sneak a look at what Jonathan was doing, to try and see 
what instrument of pleasurable torture he was bringing out. He also knew that if Jonathan caught him, he was 


in for it. Whatever it was. All he knew was that it would be painful 


Fuck it. Chester liked living dangerously. 


He tentatively turned his head, trying to avoid Jonathan's eyes. 


Too late. 


Jonathan spotted Chester's pathetic attempt to try and see what he was doing. 


Down came the riding crop again, right across the exact spot it had fallen on before. Chester screamed in 


agony again, almost crying as the heat generated by the crop's sting radiated through his body. 


"Goddamn! You can't stand to do as you're told, can you?" yelled Jonathan, looking down at his by now trembling 
lover on the bed. Chester was actually sobbing now, his back arching upwards as he vainly tried to make the 


pain go away. 


"Little shit......." whispered Jonathan under his breath. Chester went to turn over onto his back, wincing as he 


did so. 
"DID | SAY THAT YOU COULD TURN OVER?I?!?!?!" screamed Jonathan, angrily reaching for something in his bag. 


Chester was filled with panic. His stomach lurched with nausea, and he began to shake, uncontrollably. And, 
much to Jonathan's liking, his voice took on a pleading tone as he spoke. Or should that be begged? 


breath was coming in short bursts, and tears were rolling down his face. It would have looked pathetic if it 


hadn't been for the erection that was threatening to burrow its way through the mattress. 


"Oh, | know you won't. Not once I've made sure that you can't do it. Turn over, baby.” purred Jonathan, running 
his hand over the angry red welt that was on Chester's back. Chester drew in a deep breath, hissing it out as 
Jonathan's fingers lazily played with the mark he had put there. 


"What's wrong, baby? Don't you like it when | hurt you?" Jonathan had the black silk scarf in his hands, and 
had begun to gently drag it over his lover's back, marvelling at every pained whimper and barely disguised cry 
of agony that he was pulling from Chester. 


Chester nodded, mutely. Despite the thrashings, beatings, and sometime all out humiliation that Jonathan could 
quite happily dish out, he loved them. It gave him a rush like nothing else, and no-one else could. And it only 


made him love his Nonie all the more. 


He didn't care what anyone else thought. They weren't important; Nonie was. And so, for now, Nonie was his 


master. 
"You heard. Turn over, baby." whispered Jonathan, the silk scarf finally coming to rest over Chester's head. 


It was all Chester could do to open his mouth to whisper. His voice came out as hoarse, cracked. He could do 
with a drink of water, that was for sure. Jonathan made a note to give him some when room service finally 


arrived. 


"It hurts, Nonie” Jonathan's dominant mask slipped for the time being, and he looked at Chester with concern in 
his eyes. 


have to do is say the safe word" 
Chester smiled. "Might as well carry on. You've gotten me this horny." 


There was a muted knock at the door, and Jonathan got up to answer it. It gave Chester time to relax, time to 
try and take his mind off of the large red and weeping welt on his back He knew it was weeping; he could feel 
the liquid slowly drip down his back. Chester gently reached up to feel the damage, and cried out as his fingers 


met raw skin. 


In seconds, Jonathan was beside him again, applying some aloe vera, the unbearable stinging sensation ebbing 


away under his touch. 


Chester nodded, and sighed as Jonathan made everything better. 


He began to turn over onto his back, crying out in pain as he did so, and Jonathan's mouth watered at the 
sight of a very sore and horny Chester. 

His dick was hard, pointing up at the ceiling, weeping precum profusely. He decided that the best plan of action 
was to use the silk scarf as a blindfold, then break out the handcuffs. Where things went from there would be 


just as much of a surprise for him as it would be for Chester. 


"If it's really that sore, turn back onto your stomach, Chazy. But don't expect me to be this accommodating, 
got it? If you disobey me again, | will have no problem in punishing you." said Jonathan, watching as his lover 


gratefully turned over again. 


And then everything went black for Chester. All of his four remaining senses were immediately heightened, and 
he shivered as his cock brushed against silken sheets. A small moan escaped from him, and Jonathan smiled in 


triumph. 


"Hands up." 


Chester obediently raised his hands up, and felt cold steel against them, before they were pulled upwards, and 
he heard a loud click as they were secured onto the posts that lay either side of him. 


That was most definitely it. He was now at the mercy of his lover. 


Chapter 3 


Ass up high 

Make a motherfucker cry 
Its so good that | could die 
Help me stay alive 


The time is right 

| want fo feel if youre tight 
lm down to do this all night 
lm gonna beat it upright 


The sight that greeted Jonathan's eyes was, to him, absolutely beautiful. There, laid out on the bed, was a 
naked Chester Bennington, his pale skin contrasting against the black sheets like blood on snow. Chester's 


tattoos were like splashes of colour on a blank canvas, greens, reds and blues. 


Chester couldn't see anything but black in front of him. The sheets were creating an amazing friction against 
his painfully hard cock as he struggled against the restraints that held him. Jonathan must have been getting 
excited, because Chester could hear his breath, ragged and harsh. A longing sigh escaped from Jonathan, 
before he spoke. 


"Now, Chester. Do you think that you've behaved? That you've earned the right for me to pleasure you? Or do 


you think that | should punish you some more?" 


It was obvious that Jonathan wasn't finished torturing him, and Chester was in for a rough ride tonight, 


bi rthday or not. 


Just as Chester was about to open his mouth to reply, he was stopped. Not by a hand, not by a scarf, but by 


a ball gag. A muffled shout echoed around the room, and Jonathan's smug grin only got wider. 


"What made you think that your reply mattered? This is my game, my rules, and the only thing that you're 
going to do is shut up, lie there, and enjoy it" 


Chester could hear Jonathan rummaging around in his bag again, and he wondered what he was going to bring 
out next. He wouldn't have to wait for much longer. Jonathan's hand slid between Chester's body and the bed, 
and Chester whimpered at the sensation, desperately trying to get some contact with his lover. He was so 


horny, so turned on that it was beginning to hurt. In what felt like one swift movement, Jonathan had slipped a 
cock ring onto Chester's already swollen dick, and Chester almost groaned out loud in a mixture of 


disappointment and need. 


"Ah. That's better. Don't want you shooting your load too soon, now, do we?" whispered Jonathan in Chester's 
ear. All that came back was a pained whine from Chester, as he tried to turn his face towards Jonathan, but 


in the position that he was in, it was difficult. 


To Jonathan, the sight was getting more and more beautiful by the moment. His dick was now rock hard, and it 
strained against his leathers. How could he not be turned on by the sight of his Chazy laid flat out on the four 
poster bed, shackled by his wrists to the top two posts, a blindfold covering his eyes, not to mention the 
raised welt that he'd put there. 


He'd left Chester's legs free for the time being. He had plans for his lover's body, and legs that were shackled 
would be of no use to him. Jonathan began to gently run his hand along the inside of Chazy's thighs, bringing 
forth a groan of delight from him, as he brought his ass up to meet Jonathan's touch. 


The crack of leather meeting skin rang through the room for the third time that night, and Chester all but 
screamed as it did so. Jonathan had switched to his favourite method of punishment, the cat o'nine tails, and 


Chester knew that this was it. The slow build up to an earth shattering climax to the night. 


He knew that he'd be lucky not to have to call in a doctor tomorrow, because Jonathan nearly always got 
carried away once he was using that thing. The last time he'd thrashed him with it, one of the cuts it had 
caused had gotten infected. It took a week's course of penicillin, and two stitches to clear it up. Jonathan had 


felt like shit after that, and hadn't used it since. 
Until tonight. 


The nine tails swished through the air again, and caught Chester squarely and firmly on the ass, and another 


muffled scream of pain rang through the room. 
"Did | tell you that | wanted your ass right now? Don't think | did, asshole!" said Jonathan, calmly. 

Crack! 

"When | want your ass, Bennington, lIl ask for it. Until then, keep it out of my face!" 

Crack! 

And even though he was blindfolded, tears of pain began to spill from his eyes, heat spreading across the 
cheeks of his ass. He felt Jonathan's bodyweight lift up off of the mattress, and he cried out, knowing that it 


was only about to get worse. And better. His dick stiffened again, and yet another muffled shout of pain 


escaped from him, as the cock ring began to squeeze around his hardening width. 


"And don't think I've forgotten about all that noise you've been making. You know the rules, Chester. Don't 
speak until spoken to." continued Jonathan, his voice still calm. He sounded like he was ordering room service, or 


talking to a fan, rather than ‘punishing’ his slave. 
Crack! 


Chester's back arched upwards, a loud pitiful scream of pure agony muffled against the ball gag, as the nine 
tails lashed mercilessly against the weeping scar placed there before by Jonathan's riding crop. He pulled 
against his restraints, as lash after lash after lash fell on his back, and he could feel his blood begin to pour 
down it, towards his ass cheeks and down the tops of his thighs. 


Jonathan spoke again; panting from the force and power behind the thrashing he'd just given Chester. Chester 
could hear the nine tails fall to the floor with a muted thud, and he knew that the thrashing was finally, 
thankfully, over. He pressed his face into the mattress, his chest heaving with sobs of pain than racked his 


slender frame, hot tears soaking the silk scarf covering his eyes. 


He was past the point of no return, knowing that if he didn't cum soon, he was going to explode. Screw the 
visit to the emergency room in the morning. Even if he was going to need stitches and antibiotics, all this 


torture was going to be worth it once he came. 


Jonathan's voice had softened once he'd finished, the whip falling to the floor. He had a fleeting feeling of pity, 
thinking that he'd gone too far. But that rapidly diminished when he stood back and admired his handiwork. 


Chester, laid out face down before him, his chest heaving with sobs of pain, his legs trembling, and his hips 
desperately grinding into the mattress as he vainly fought the urge not to cum. His back was a beaten, bloody 
mess, welts and open wounds criss crossing the pale flesh, blood trickling slowly from the wounds and coming 
to rest in a pool in the small of his back. Several small rivulets of blood made their way slowly down Chester's 


thighs, and ended up dripping onto the silk sheets. 


A sigh of lust left Jonathan's lips, and he gently straddled Chester's back, avoiding the wounds he'd caused. His 
hands went up to quickly unfasten the ball gag, and he caressed the back of Chester's head, trying to soothe 


his scarred and wounded lover. 


Chester's breath shot out of him as the gag was removed, his lungs pulling in air between sobs. He cried out 
as Jonathan softly ran his fingertips over the wounds, and Jonathan suppressed the urge to untie him and see 


to the damage that he'd done. 


Chester's hips, stopping them from grinding into the bed. 
"You know that if you disobey me, | have to punish you... 


Jonathan's head dipped down, and his tongue flicked out, beginning to lap at the pool of blood on Chester's back. 
Another groan came from Chester, a mixture of lust and pain. Jonathan's tongue moved up his lover's back, 
towards the myriad scars and wounds that lay there. He found the smallest one, and dipped his tongue into the 
layer of flayed skin. Chester moaned loudly, and tried to pull away from him, but Jonathan had a firm grip on 


him. 


"Let me kiss it better, Chazy..." whispered Jonathan against Chester's back, one hand reaching around 
Chester's waist to harshly grip his aching cock. 


of release. Not being allowed to cum was a worse type of torture than the thrashing he'd just taken Every 
fibre of his body was screaming for release, his mind had gone into overload; just one thought circling around 


it. 


"Think you deserve to cum? Do you think you've earned the right to be fucked by me?" continued Jonathan, 
lazily rubbing his thumb across the weeping tip of Chester's cock His hips bucked upwards, his ass almost 


dancing in Jonathan's face. 


pitched plea. Jonathan pressed himself against Chester's bare butt, and ground his erection into Chester's blood 


covered ass. 
"Look what you've done to me, Chester." he practically sighed. "Feel how hard you've made me. All of the 


unfasten the button at the waistband of his leathers, and Chester squirmed as he heard them squeak down 
along Jonathan's thighs. 


Within moments, Jonathan was as naked as Chester, and he could feel Jonathan's hardness brush against his 
ass. Jonathan's hand went back to toy with his lover's dick, and he laid down along Chester's body, pulling forth 
a howl of agony as his sweat streaked skin pressed against the wounds there. 


"There's a good boy. Once more, Chester. Beg for it. | know you can..... 


Chester drew in a deep breath, gathering the strength he knew he'd need for the finale. 


Suddenly, the blindfold was whipped away from Chester's eyes, and he winced as the light flooded his eyes. 


"Eyes front, Chester. Stare straight ahead, don't move. | want you to see what l'm doing.” 


Right in front of Chester was a mirror, large enough to accommodate the scene. Straddling his hips was a 


naked, sweating, and very horny Jonathan. His hair was stuck to his face, his eyes black with lust, and as for 


"Do it, Nonie....fuck me..." said Chester, loud, clear, and strong. 


Jonathan roughly pushed a finger slicked with blood and precum into Chester's entrance, growling as he did so. 
Chester let out an orgasmic howl, almost cumming there and then. 


squirming man's entrance. Chester had lost all power of speech and rational though, his mouth falling open, his 
eyes rolling back into his head. Jonathan had effortlessly found his prostate, and was stoking it continuously. 
Chester's hips were by now grinding furiously into the mattress, loud moans of suppressed pleasure bouncing 


off of the walls. 


"Watch carefully... want you to see this." groaned Jonathan, his dick twitching against his stomach. And then 
he entered Chester harshly, making him call out desperately for his lover. 


"That what you wanted, fucker?" snarled Jonathan, pounding into Chester. Chester sounded like a wild animal, 
staring into the mirror as he watched Jonathan ram himself into him over and over again. His head was 


thrown back in bliss, and sounds that only usually came out of him on stage were echoing around the room. 


Chester's cock was being rubbed against the sheets, over and over again, and tears of frustration were filling 
his eyes. The cock ring was digging into his as his cock swelled yet again, and the urge to cum was unbearable. 
Chester lifted his gaze to meet Jonathan's, and opened his mouth to speak. Jonathan beat him to it. 


nodded wildly at Jonathan, his arms tugging at the handcuffs that held them there. 


In one swift movement, Jonathan reached around, and removed the ring, and set about attempting to fuck 
Chester through the bed. Chester threw his head back and snarled, breathing heavily as his orgasm came to 


the surface. 


The noise that echoed through the room was deafening, as both men came, hard. Both men were never quiet 
at the best of times, and this was no exception Jonathan slumped forward onto Chester, his lungs dragging 
some much needed air into them. Chester was incapable of speech, as he dangled by his arms, face first onto 


the bed. 


"I know. But | wanted you to. Don't be." replied Chester, smiling. 


"By the way. Happy Birthday, baby." 


